THE  SPANISH WAR
had yet set foot in the city. We were all feverish with
excitement and pressing Major Lambarn to proceed with
us down the hill through the suburb of Begona and into
Bilbao. The Major was as anxious as we were to move
forward, and within half an hour we were swinging down-
hill as fast as we could go. Half-way down we ran into an
advance post of Falangists who refused to allow us to go
on. But just then a colonel passed, and when he was
appealed to he said' "I cannot give you permission, as
nobody is to be allowed to cross the line of pickets and
enter Bilbao, but of course I can always look the other
way and not know that you have gone/5 And with great
courtesy he looked the other way, though five minutes
later he was still waving his hand to us as we plunged into
the suburbs of Bilbao and were lost to his view.
In the suburbs we saw nobody. In the distance, at
street corners, a form would appear and disappear with
almost suspicious speed. We made our way through the
silent steel-works of Echeverry and down by short cuts
to the streets on the right bank of the Nervion
There were a few broken windows, but no signs of the
fearful air and artillery bombardment which, according
to Red reports, had wrecked Bilbao. There was indeed
hardly a house showing more damage than a few displaced
tiles or a few broken panes of glass. On the quayside we
met the first inhabitants of Bilbao—half a dozen pretty
girls, a score of old women and men, and a few children*
They looked at us in amazement, and then broke out into
a feeble cheer. They were still dazed by the sufferings of
the last months and still in doubt as to whether the good
news that the siege was over was really true. But they
cried "Viva Espana" and clustered round us. We said we
wanted to cross the river to the centre of the town, and
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